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If he went from the lonely haunts of Somersby to Blackheath, it was hoped that it might be " of advantage to him, for he would see men and he never seemed to care much about boys; but his observations upon the men he had seen had been very just and penetrating." So off to Blackheath by my father's decision Horatio accordingly went.
The elder brother Frederick was just then in the midst of music at Milan. He wrote a few lines urging my father to publish in the spring. But he would not and could not; his health since Hallam's death had been "variable, and his spirits indifferent." The chief change my father had from the monotony of Somersby life was to drive over to Charles at Tealby, "for Lincolnshire, a beautiful village." Their grandfather George Tennyson, who was beginning to show signs of his approaching end, had left the Tennyson estate of Bayons Manor and migrated to a small house on a sandy moor, because his son Charles Tennyson d'Eyncourt pressed to be installed in the squiredom. " One would have supposed that such a thing," said Frederick, "would have been sufficient to shake the last sands out of his glass." However he lived on his moor comfortably and peaceably: and there died in 1835.
As for his private occupations, my father was still reading his Racine, Moliere, and Victor Hugo among other foreign literature; and had also dipped into Maurice's work Eustace Conway, which appears to have been in great disfavour, and into Arthur Coningsby by John Sterling, " a dreary book " ; " 'Tis a pretty piece of work, would 'twere done! " wrote one of the friends. In October 1834, he told Tennant he was busy copying out his " Morte d'Arthur "; then he posted Spedding some of the new poems for his opinion and Spedding replied as follows: